In Sbammar Tents
catastrophes in recent times, the centralizing of government
and the settling of the Beduin on the land is gradually
lessening the power of the tribal chieftains everywhere.
In the desert one forgets this. The old way holds
because the old life is still lived. The fact that instead of
horses two motor cars are tangled in the tent ropes makes
no very great difference.
Our tent was a large double-roofed European affair,
with purple cushions spread on carpets on the ground.
Salih superintended our confbrt, and we had a black slave
besides, called Kanush. His face shone with a friendly
fierce expression and he sat cross-legged with his rifle on
his knees by the hour, telling S. stories about Jinns, of
whom he had had personal experience. Towards evening,
when the creatures become more powerful, we would
have to stop, for no one in the camp would then dare to
mention their name.
When dusk fell and it grew cold, a lantern was brought
on the carpet beside us and'we wrote our letters and diaries
till Salih came to invite us to supper in the great tent.
This loomed across the camp like a hangar in the starlight,
a structure of black wool about eighty yards long with
ropes stretched far out on every side to keep it steady: it
holds 300 tribesmen at one time and is six camels* load to
take from place to place. As we stepped under the heavy